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	1. Prologue

AN: Hey guys! After several months, I'm finally back, and with something new! This is the prologue to the new story. I plan to make this decently long with multiple chapters (following chapters will be a lot longer), so, this will technically my first big project, and a new undertaking for me. I hope I can pull it off for you guys.

Anyway, without further ado, here is the start to a new adventure. I hope you like it!

Disclaimer: I don't own How To Train Your Dragon. Please don't sue me.

* * *

><p>Winter Beds<p>

Prologue

* * *

><p>"Quit dillydallyin', boy!"<p>

Reality had slipped away as I sharpened the sword I was working on. I zoned out, My practiced, grinding strokes had begun to slow down as I stared dumbly and detached towards the ground, thinking about something I couldn't even remember. For a moment, I felt like I was standing on the edge of myself, about to fall. I seemed to be so out of it, I was afraid if my mentor had ripped me from my trance a second later, I would have stopped functioning entirely.

In my start, I jerked up and glided my hand across the edge of the blade, slicing open the heel of my palm. I let out a curse through clenched teeth and brought the cut to my chest. The sword flew to the floor, clattering. The clean slit almost stretched along my whole hand, and it stung terribly. It was a second before the blood flowed from it, a decent amount too. It had to be respectfully deep. I cursed again as it started dripped on my leggings. I rolled up my sleeve and rested it on the table to prevent it further.

As a blacksmith, you always tried to avoid it, but it was like a competition in how fiercely you carved yourself up that day, or how well-cooked your fingers were. It was routine to injure yourself when you handled sharp objects and teased fire to contribute to your village. The damage wasn't that bad, but not too good. It would leave a scar.

Considering my friends' motto, what was the fun if you didn't get a few scars out of it?

I could do without them, to be honest. I didn't find much fun in the pain of tearing myself apart. I didn't get the rush they did, but I kept going for other reasons.

It was a dirty job, and difficult to come out on the other side clean-handed. After some experience in a forge, you kind of prepared for things to go wrong. I didn't walk away from it though. I had a need to create, and that was my rush. If I was left to my tools with no restrictions and the endless ideas, I would take off every finger until I couldn't make things anymore. I had to quench this obsession, or I would go crazy. It was my passion, and something worth suffering for. And for that reason, I loved the life of a blacksmith.

I was frustrated at the viscous red pouring from my hand, but I let it go. There was no reason to get worked up over it; just fix it and move on with my life.

These things didn't have any intent to hurt me, they didn't have intentions at all. It was my fault. Wishing I were more responsible or hating myself and the sword wouldn't make the blade take it back. Nevertheless, the incision wasn't very convenient, and I was annoyed at it. I groaned.

Gobber saw my mishap from across the forge."Oh, for Thor's sake, Hiccup, get it together!" He said as he grabbed some bandages and rags, hobbling over to me.

"Yeah, yeah," I disregarded his plea as he pulled up a chair next to me and inspected my hand. "I lost myself for a minute. You may have been a little dramatic in grabbing my attention, though."

"Was I?" he challenged, "I suspect you left your head at home today. That was the fifth time I called your name and you still didn't respond. Lad, if you are going to come in, I need you on top of things!"

When I woke up this morning, I was exhausted, and I loathed working, but Gobber wanted me in, so I dragged myself out of bed anyway. I thought I could cope with it and get through the day. As I thought about it, I realized I couldn't remember half the things I did since I came in. I was practically sleep-walking.

I sighed, drained, baggy-eyed. "I know, I'm sorry Gobber. I don't mean to let you down, I'm just... really tired."

"It's fine, boy. But, seriously, if you're so tired, try sleeping instead of flying all night with that dragon of yours. That could help."

"That's great advice," I jived.

He ignored me and continued, "Because you won't be sleeping on the job. No more daydreamin', yeh understand?"

"Yes, sorry. I'll get back to work." I didn't want to tell him the truth about why I hadn't slept much. I was embarrassed.

"Oh, forget it." He waved off my feeble promise and grabbed some scissors to clip the fabric before handing them both to me. He had his detachable hammer on, so he would have a hard time wrapping me. "That's enough for today. At this rate, I'm afraid you'll cut off your whole hand, and then you'll be just like me. I'll finish the sword, and you can go home."

"No no no, I can finish-"

"It's fine, Hiccup," He asserted firmly. "I can handle the rest for today. You should have just told me you didn't get any sleep."

"I-" I began to argue. I realized there was no point. I stopped.

It was humiliating. I didn't want to leave all the work for him. But Gobber was a stubborn man, and I didn't think I could convince him otherwise. I still wanted to pursue it, but, frankly, I was really tired. And he was right, it wasn't a good idea for me to be in right now, I was putting myself in danger. I needed sleep. I began bandaging myself and nodded, a bit disappointed.

He noticed my expression and misinterpreted it, "Oh, please! Save me the act. I know you'd rather be anywhere else but here, and you know you need to rest. " He said, "Either way, this is pretty deep, and I think you'll need to wait until this is healed up before you can come back in. You've been working hard these last few weeks anyway. So, congratulations! Consider this a vacation. I can manage without you until then."

I was shocked at how he was willing to let me go spontaneously for just a relative time. We both balanced the work, handing it all to him seemed like it would be easily overwhelming. "Whoa, Gobber, it's just a cut, I don't need a vacation."

"If you are in here everyday it will never heal. No doubt it would get infected too."

"Look, what about all the stuff coming in? What about all the dragon equipment?" Taking care of all the saddles and the like was usually my job.

"Have faith in your teacher, lad! I pay attention, and I know the ropes! I'll have every dragon comfortable in their saddles," he guaranteed, "And if I have any questions, I'll come to you. I can do it."

I felt a bit more reassured, but I was still reluctant leaving it to him. Gobber was an excellent craftsman, and he could carry it out, but I couldn't be convinced unless I was fitting the saddles myself. I vowed to make certain that every piece of dragon equipment that came through while I was gone was good on them by asking each of them personally. "Alright, fine. I trust you."

"Good."

I finished wrapping the bandage and, with Gobber's help, tied it off. He examined it and seemed satisfied. He patted me soundly on the shoulder with his hand-hand and looked up at me. He smiled tenderly. His foggy eyes seemingly glowed with something almost like pride. He was proud with how far I'd come, he told me before. He had taught me everything I knew, but now, I was questioning him. Maybe that proved just how far I'd made it for him.

"Gobber, you don't need to-"

"Ah, shut up boy!" He cut me off and hooked an arm around my head, pulling me to his chest and giving me a noogie, "When did you get so irritating?" He teased.

I laughed and pushed him away, "Gah, when was the last time you took a bath, old man?"

"Yeah, yeah." He stood and started cleaning, "You're free, you fishbone, Now go! And next time you come in, bring a useful apprentice with you!"

I stood up and pulled on my vest, making my way out the door. "I'll try. Thanks, Gobber. I'll see you later."

"Have a good day lad."

* * *

><p>I live on an island called Berk. At this point, you may have heard something of it. Words of hysteria and pandemonium tend to spread quickly, and words never cease to leave people's mouths.<p>

Do not worry. We aren't too crazy. Of course, you need to be a little crazy to do what we did, but it's a good kind of crazy.

You probably know that us Berkians and dragons live in harmony now, which is truly insane to most people. But, if you open up your mind, it really isn't. They are just like us. Just as smart as you and me, some even smarter. With thoughts, feelings, loves, fears. They are individuals with personalities. They just come with scales, a tail, and a set of wings (and a lot of pride to be frank). Not forgetting their abundance of trademark fire, of course.

Don't believe me? Sit down and talk with one.

Yes, they can talk. There's already a lot more to them than you knew, huh?

My name is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, and you can blame me for this abomination of a people. A little over a year ago, I met someone in the woods (under regrettable circumstances). This person and I found something thought to be inconceivable at the time, forbidden even. In the beginning, we didn't even realize it.

We found a friend in each other.

His name is Toothless, and he is a Night Fury. The unholy offspring of lightning and death itself, and me, the talking fish bone. We are inseparable.

A mix like that is begging for a tremendous outcome, and the odds didn't lie. One thing led to another, and Toothless brought me and a friend to the dragon's nest. There was a dragon inside, bigger than a mountain- The Red Death, Toothless called her. She was tyrant, horrible and cruel, forcing the dragons to raid villages in order to gather food for her, or unwillingly volunteer themselves as her dinner. We convinced our fellow teenagers of this suffering and misunderstanding, and, with help, Toothless and I took her down and released her grip over the nest and the dragons.

After that, dragons and humans didn't instinctively kill each other anymore. They coped with the other species around. And without any escape from one another, they had to get acquainted. Over time, the chafing between them slowly dissipated and developed into exuberant pats on the shoulders and playful nudges. They grew fond of each other, and enjoyed their company. They became friends.

Eventually, some pairs bonded more deeply, and the dragons took their squishy, pale-skinned friends to sail through the sky on a trip they could never forget. Those ones were dubbed companions for life.

We opened our arms to them. They are part of our tribe now. They are our family, and the inconceivable was now the ordinary. We accomplished this, and life was better.

Now, if you could see straight through me and reach farther than most with some incredible sixth sense, I would be intimidated, and you would be baffled at my state of affairs, or doubt everything I've told you. Regarding all this and taking in my predicament, you might ask yourself: If you're so happy, why are you losing sleep?

It isn't stress, trauma, or anything like that, and it isn't the fact that I don't make time for sleep (usually), but that isn't the problem.

I am happy, and I haven't lied or stretched anything that I've told you even remotely. I don't remember being this happy before in my life, and I wouldn't change a single thing. I never questioned that. Yet, these unjustifiable nightmares came to me.

To put it simply, I couldn't tell you, because I don't know myself.

That afternoon, I dreaded sleep, but I couldn't avoid it. I sunk down deep as the sun slinked across the sky.

Just like the night before, I wasn't spared. Dark visions haunted me once again.

* * *

><p>AN: Thank you guys so so much for giving this a chance, I hope you liked it. I have many ideas for where I'm going to take this, but I never stick to the plan and end up swerving in a total different direction. This will be as much of a journey for you as it will be for me, I just hope you guys will enjoy it on the way down as much as I will writing it. I spent my birthday finishing it up, so I hope it is worth it, hahaha.<p>

I said above that this takes place around a year after the movie, but to clear things up, Hiccup is sixteen right now.

Shoutout to my beta readers, The70boss302, Absi B, and others. This would be a disaster without you.

Please leave a review!


	2. Chapter 1: Spiderhead

A/N: Took me more than a month, but here it is: the first official chapter! I hope you enjoy!

Edit: Alright, so I read through the prologue once more since I wrote it and realized it's VERY terrible and not the kind of impression I want to give readers from the get-go, but it's necessary to understand what's happening, so I can't remove it without making it very confusing. I hope this makes up for it you guys.

* * *

><p>Chapter 1: Spiderhead<p>

The fog found its way in and slithered inside, violently infecting my mind with lurid and malignant images. A diseased, ghostly fluid stained my insides and thrashed against my bones. It carried plaugue and an indescribable fear I could never imagine, a destructive, animated, polluted hurricane crashing and churning inside me. Yearning to break me down and sweep me away. Yearning to destroy, like it always would.

I was soaked in water and cold sweat. So many things raged around and throughout. I felt like I was drowning, turning, freezing, and falling all at the same time as I stumbled through the dark. I was so overwhelmed with whrilling emotions and the intangible that I could only concentrate on the one objective in mind or risk stopping to think. I focused only on running. I couldn't let myself fall in.

I tripped and heard a crack as my face hit a step, but I couldn't tell what it was. Either the stone or my nose, I was already on my feet and running again without registering a fragment of pain. A coldness had seemed to take all feeling long ago, completely numbing the whatever crunch it sounded. I had fallen, but it barely slowed me down.

Colors and objects didn't seem to be pertinent in whatever existence this was. I was suspended in a nothingness abandoned of light. Perfect darkness weighed down on my shoulders like it had its own density. I felt like the world was folding in to crush me.

Despite what my sight couldn't reveal, there was a floor under me and walls caging me in. I was stuck in a maze of rayless tunnels, occasionally stumbling up and down stairs that led to nowhere and turns that led to more endless turns. I had to rely on the dead sense of touch for a way out, smashing into walls as they split and twisted randomly, crashing down when the level floor suddenly wasn't and steps were. I was so cold I couldn't even get my fingers to bend. It was like the blood inside had turned to ice and were frozen in place, but I still hoped and clawed the walls desperately for any small openings to squeeze through.

I had no idea if there was some kind of exit. I couldn't even remember if there was an entrance, but turning back wasn't an option. If I did, I would surely die. So I did the only thing I could: I tumbled and scrambled farther into the deep, fleeing from the more permanent passage out.

It was smothering; the pressure increased with every step I took. I felt more restrained by the shattering waves in my chest. They continued to condense and crush my insides, wrapping my heart in frost, the ice filling the cracks and trying to break me like a stone. I could feel it spreading through the marrow of my bones.

The air hadn't swept down my throat for minutes now, but I wasn't short on breath. It scared me.

I was beginning to believe I was already dead.

##

The village was settling down, and it was refreshing after the long, loud day.

I walked down the empty street, sucking in the warm air, trying to stretch my wings. My eyes were fixed on the stars, something I couldn't help.

I felt good, despite everything. I found it hard to be mad.

The breeze was sweet, disturbing the torches set on the roadside, bringing the scent of flowers from the forest. Silence, except for the chattering of the leaves and the crashing of the mellow waves against the rocks. There was no one to be seen, and no eyes to trace your every movement.

The nights on Berk were always stunning. Peaceful- unbelievable in contrast to daytime. Usually the town was bustling with people going about their routines; women shouting at the kids and hatchlings chasing each other around the square, dragons swooping down and roaring to the clouds in joy, the occasional booming laughter of men bouncing off houses- everything you could imagine.

But as the sun fell, it was all pulled under the land. Only whispers of conversation slipped through the cracks of structures, and, every so often, a drunk warrior would emerge, humming a tune as he stumbled to his door. That was the extent of it. All the energy seemed to be buried underground until it would rise, once again, with the sun.

It was silent and still, about time everyone had turned their minds to their pillow and sleep, but mine was set on finding a certain, clumsy boy. I wouldn't waste this perfect night, and neither would he.

##

The enormous foot-falls reverberated off the stone walls, getting louder, getting nearer. The horrid monster could have been mere paces behind me now. At any time it could have effortlessly sprung forward and seized me, but it didn't. It seemed to be enjoying the chase.

My efforts were futile. It was making the final moments last before it finally caught his prey, loving every moment of the little meal trying, in vain, to get away. It probably didn't get much fun in this borderline existance, so he took this opportunity and stretched this terrifying game of cat-and-mouse out as long as possible. My fate was already set anyway.

Taunting, looming above, drawing closer in a gratifyingly slow pace. The rancid breath plumed and sunk, reaching my nose. It smelt of rotted flesh and a thick gust of smoke. I couldn't help but cough, and a gag leapt out from me. There were times in my life that I believed I could die whilst being forced to talk to someone with rank breath, but I was now certain I wouldn't live through a conversation with whatever this thing was. I wouldn't even try if that's what it really wanted. I scratched fiercely at the rocks and came around a corner into a wall.

But that was it this time. It didn't lead into another tunnel, no sharp turn up some stairs- it just stopped abruptly. A wall blocked the way.

There wasn't a door at the end. There wasn't a window to starlight. There wasn't a ladder to the open air. Nothing. Just a wall.

Just an end.

##

Stoick and Gobber were wobbling to the door when I walked in, mugs in hand and mead on their breath, bubbling in laughter and drunkeness. They could barely stay on their feet, even as they both supported each other. They almost collapsed on one another when they saw me.

I immediately regretted coming in.

"Aye! The devil himself! But I still can't tell who has the real motives and which is the sidekick. Boiled down, they're just the same!" Stoick rambled and slurred as he saw me, not making any real sense, but Gobber 'hic-ing' a laugh anyway. He was probably talking about his son, but I didn't like the way he spoke it. I had to restrain myself from slapping him.

He continued with his unintelligible complaining as they walked past me. Gobber shouted in agreement to something he said, but I didn't care to know what they were talking about. I didn't have the patience.

| | Have you seen Hiccup? | | I forced myself through their incoherent blabbering.

Stoick spilled his drink on the floor. "Can't say I have. Who knows with the lad! Probably in his room doing Thor knows what with-" He kept talking even as they went out and down the hill. I had already closed the door, but I could still hear him going on about his son.

The human duo were probably on their way to the mead hall to drown themselves with liquor until their heads were abnormally heavy and couldn't tell you which way was up. I was glad they were leaving, and I deduced Stoick wouldn't be able to make it back tonight. He would end up crashing over a keg and falling asleep wherever the ground welcomed him. Tomorrow, he would return in a more tolerant, normal state of mind. Alternately, he would come back a irritable monster, from what Hiccup called "A Hangover", and flinch at every sound with the vow to destroy everything in his path. A joy to be around, might I add.

It's not that I didn't like Stoick. As the father of my companion, I respected him, and he had proven he meant well. He had roles to fill, and he seemed to do his best with his only son. I just couldn't deal with what a few of those drinks did to him.

I disregarded the yelling outside and looked to the bedroom door of the preferred boy. A thought came to mind of Hiccup coming home one night, stumbling even more than usual, washed out with booze and giggling to himself until he cracked his head on a table. I dreaded it, because I knew it was inevitable around here. Vikings were cultured around drinking the awful stuff, for the pleasure I couldn't understand. I guess it was worth it. They did it so often.

I wouldn't stop the boy from doing what he wanted, but I hoped he would be smart about it. And that he wouldn't be more irritating than he already was under the influence.

I smiled at the thought, then shook my head. I was getting sidetracked.

I should have been more upset with the boy, but being angry with him was always difficult for me. He was the only one with that talent.

| | Hiccup! | | I called and waited for an answer, but didn't get a response. I groaned and climbed the stairs.

_That lummox better be here, _I thought, _or I'll ignite what he tries to- _

I opened the door.

_Of course._

##

This was it. The game was over. I tried to cover my face to breathe, but it didn't make a difference. I was trapped at a dead end without a chance of getting away. It was there, and I was still choking on its odor, so I knew it was close. It could have been hanging over me, but I couldn't tell, completely blind in the dark. I could only wait.

I was terrified, and a small wail escaped me, then something clicked.

Suddenly everything changed, and I didn't feel as scared as I should have. I was tired, rather.

Something came to mind that settled me into a harmony. I sensed it. I couldn't place what it was exactly, but it had been lost for a long time, and now, I could finally reach it. Something secure, hopeful, and comforting. I instantly felt at ease and loved the image. I wanted it, and the thing collected and manifested itself before me, drifting closer.

It was red.

I didn't understand why it appeared or what it meant, but it was _real_, and it was safe. I saw an escape, and I latched on quickly. There was no sense in the notion. Still, for some explainable reason, I knew it was everything I needed. I focused hard on it.

It grew and flickered, licking and caressing my fingertips. It was a light, and the only one, but it flourished with my concentration, warm and soothing in the cup of my hands. Spinning and reaching out in tiny spirals, the heat blazed through my frame. The ice inside thawed, and I was flooded with the spirit of the bright and powerful flames.

The red light portrayed an ordinary flame, but the more that I stared, the more that came clear. It contained something, blurry and distant, but it was there. Crashing, overlapping, spraying. I saw it every day, but it was so different here. It was so deep and endless.

I had the urge to jump in, to escape the dark, but I felt a _wrong_ness about what was waiting for me inside. A feeling told me to stay away. Down under, it was different, savage and evil, infected. It wanted to take me too, and I wouldn't find a way back. If I went, I would disappear.

Terrible things lurked. I could find no hope there- nothing about it was a relief. But I saw something familiar.

_You still remember, don't you_?

_Who could forget?_

##

| | Hiccup, wake up you lazy, useless- Ah! | |

I jerked up and racked my face against something, hard, then immediately fell back down. My head spun so fast I couldn't think, and I had the urge to puke.

Toothless yelped pitifully and jumped back from the bed, rubbing his nose on his paw. || Hiccup! What the Hel is the matter with you! || He snarled.

I hadn't shifted back into my ordinary stream of consciousness until the dragon once again composed himself and began snorting continuously, in anger and the irritation of his nose. My teeth hurt; I was too dizzy to sit up. My mind slushed around inside my skull, but I recognized who yelled at me. "Wha- ah. " I groaned, dropping back down, holding my throbbing nose. "Gods, my head."

|| Yeah, I can imagine. Great job. ||

I opened my eyes for the first time and saw Toothless, the situation piecing together in my head. "Ugh, you stupid reptile, what were you doing?"

He finished rubbing and wrinkled his nose. | | _I_ was waiting for you at the bridge. We were supposed to go flying, but I'm happy to see you had a good reason for not showing up.| | he responded bitterly.

Reality felt like a blow to the chest. I remembered promising him in the morning I would find him after work, but I forgot. I was so exhausted I went straight home without thinking.

"Oh, Toothless, I'm so sorry."

He snorted and gestured to me, || You look like you care a lot_._ ||

"No, bud, I was... really tired." I told him pathetically.

I could have cringed from my terrible excuse. I shook my head in self-frustration. "I'm sorry. I- I'll make it up to you." I promised as I sat up, still a little dizzy. I kept my eyes on the floor to hold the nausea at bay.

|| Alright, alright. | | He said impatiently and gently nosed my head. I was still clutching my face.| | Let me see. ||

"It's fine." I said as I looked up. I had trouble finding his eyes, scared to find some kind of venom in the dark green directed at me, even if it was unlikely, but I was guilty too. I hated letting him down. "Please don't be mad."

| | Gods, boy, just _shut up_. | | he said with a small laugh and licked my nose. I pushed him away in laughter and disgust.

"Okay, okay, don't." I giggled, relieved. "Well, how's _your _nose?"

He continued examining my face.| | I'm fine, but I am impressed. That was a good hit. | |

"I would say."

Toothless' voice was low and smooth. Just listening to him removed the edge from the headache I had.

| | Yeah, but you look fine. || he observed, confused. He began to look me over. || Why do I smell blood? Are you hurt elsewhere? ||

"Uh, This?" I raised my bandaged hand, "I cut it at the forge today, that's why I'm here right now. It's pretty deep." I gave a bit of pressure, and it complained to the touch.

He shook his head, like he should have expected as much. "Oh, give me a break." I said.

He leaned closer. || Smells deep. || he agreed and looked at me, || It's not serious, is it? ||

"No, I just have to keep it clean and it will heal." My hand was not what was on my mind at the moment, so I changed the subject. "But, how's your tail? Any problems?"

A few weeks ago I made some modifications to Toothless' tail. I worked in an "automatic crank" so the fin would adjust accordingly to Toothless' intentions and manuvers in flight. To put it simply, it allowed him to fly by himself, and it seemed we had nearly worked out all the kinks in the system. It was entirely reliable most times now.

He brought his tail around and raised the contraption in front of him, testing it.|| No, none at all from what I can tell, it's been flawless. Though, I haven't flown much today, only to get about town. ||

I was glad to hear it, but confused about the latter. "Why would you do that?"

|| I've been waiting for you, you senseless oaf. || He slapped me in the back of my head with his fleshy fin, then tossed me my prosthetic. Turning for the door before I even looked back up, he said, || Now get your gear and let's go. ||

Even with the capability of solo-flight, he wouldn't make his flights off the island unless I was with him. It was odd to me, because he insisted, and I thought I had only burdened him. There might have been things he could finally do without a human on his back, but he didn't care. Nothing changed. It was if I was still just as essential to his flight as I was when he still had his old tail.

I growled, "Excuse me! Don't I get to eat first?"

I could just hear him rolling his eyes. || You're _so _needy. We'll catch some fish. Come on. || He hopped downstairs.

"I'm needy. Sure." I grumbled as I struggled with the leg.

##

"We have to! We would die if we didn't!"

|| You ruin it! There isn't anything left and it's completely tasteless now. What's the point?||

"That is not true at all!" I laughed. "Try it." I held out the piece of cooked fish. I was sitting beside him, and the big, bad Night Fury drew back in absolute repulsion to the meat.

|| You're sucking all the nutrients out of it, || Toothless continued, || and you need it, fishbone. ||

"Whatever, lizard brain," I held up my arms and flexed, "I could take down a mountain with these."

|| You're supposed to see muscles when you do that. || He smirked.

"Well duh, look at them." I kissed the skin and bone of what should have been my bicep, expressing the "Mu-ah" sound.

He snorted and pushed me over. I held it out to him again. "Just try it."

The moon was now at its peak, dominating the night sky, the stars and the beautiful, murky, colorful puddles painting the black expanse. Every normal person should have been sleeping by now, but we had got back from our long flight only a while ago; it was our favorite time to go out, and we were still wide awake.

|| I won't. || The dragon asserted, looking down at me.

"Why?" I arced my head up, pulling the fish back, "Are you scared?"

He stared at me with a half-lidded, thoroughly unamused look.

"Well?" I smiled, waving the string of meat in the air.

||That isn't going to work. ||

"Come on!" I sat up, "It's good! Just a small bite. Please."

|| No. || he said simply and set his head down, closing his eyes, making clear that I couldn't coax him. The reflection of the fire flickered on his scales.

"Alright, fine, lame-o." I popped it into my mouth and enjoyed what he refused to praise.

|| I can smell countless things wrong with it. Who knows what you did to it. ||

"My cooking is great." I defended, even when I knew it wasn't wholly true, but I had cooked so much fish since I met him I could see the improvement. "And all I did was add butter and lemon and stuff."

|| The yellow fruit? ||

"Yeah."

|| Despicable. ||

"You just couldn't understand." I leaned back against him and grabbed my sketchbook, flipping to a page.

|| It's fine the way it is, but you insist on scorching it. You say it's not tasteless, but you have to add weird leaves and things to it . ||

"Humans are pretty picky, but don't you like your food to taste good?"

|| It's good fresh, and what do you know anyway? ||

"What? You made me eat a raw fish once! Thanks for that, by the way."

He smirked. || You were fine with it, you even ate it with a smile!||

"Are you kidding?" I said, outraged, "It was covered in-"

I shivered at the memory, and quickly pushed it out of my head, getting up for a cup of water. "I can't even think about that. It messed me up."

He snorted, || That's another thing: you humans and saliva. ||

"Ugh, and you think it's _so_ funny. You're disgusting." I grabbed one of dad's huge mugs and drained some water from the keg. Toothless knew I hated when he licked me, so he would occasionally attack me with slobber and ruin my clothes when he felt like making me mad.

He was a jerk, but I decided it was all fair game when, on a snowy day, I climbed up to meet him and pushed him off the roof. He was engulfed in a snow mound, all part of my plan, and he was furious. It was all worth it though, even after I was laughing so hard I slipped off too and fell on top of him. I couldn't stop still after he began burying me, because I knew that this would be forever timeless, and nothing he would do to me would measure up to it.

But... maybe I was wrong. That was child's play. Maybe it was time he got something even better, something that would make him so mad-

|| What's this? || I heard him suddenly pipe up.

"Hm?" I turned, wiping the smile off my face. He was looking at my sketchbook.

I walked over and investigated the picture he had taken an interest in. It wasn't the page I was at before. It must have flipped on its own. "Oh, I drew that last night."

It was some kind of landscape, a drawing stretching over both pages. It was a two-story cabin in the middle of the forest. The sun high in the sky, light piercing through the leaves, a bird sweeping through them, and many other things crammed on the small pages to make it look authentic. You might have thought that this place existed, and I had sat in front of it for hours to get it down exactly on paper, but it was just an image that popped in my head. Or, more so, something I couldn't get _out_ of my head and just wrote down to unload it.

I had done a pretty good job, and I was proud, but I had forgotten about it.

|| This is a lot of detail. How long did it take? || he asked as he studied it, trying to take in everything. I sat down next to him.

"A while. Maybe a few hours."

|| It's incredible. ||

I took a drink. "I hope so. I stayed up all night doing it."

He looked up, a little surprised. || You didn't sleep? ||

I sighed, watching the water move in the mug. "Uh-uh. I tried, but I couldn't."

I was ashamed of the fact. It seemed so childish - afraid to sleep because of some silly nightmares - but my fear was real. They were terrifying, and they got worse as the nights went by, making me even more apprehensive to close my eyes. They weren't normal; it was like a demon was visiting when I let my guard down, projecting images on the back of my eyelids.

I had the first one three weeks ago, then they came more often and more intense, until it was almost every night. Toothless was the only one that knew about them, and he understood how deeply they disturbed me. He was always there with his unyielding support and reassurance, and I couldn't explain to him how grateful I was for it. It was the only thing that kept me on my feet at times.

I was sure he knew what I meant by "_I couldn't_", but I confirmed it by simply saying, "You know." I was still too ashamed to admit out loud.

He ear fins lowered in concern, but told me seriously, || Hiccup, you need to sleep. ||

"I know, I do! it's just-" I stopped, then shook my head, feeling pathetic. "They keep coming, and I'm so sick of it!... And scared, you know?" I added quietly, looking at him. He nudged me, trying to cheer me up.

|| It's alright. || he told me. || Have you had any more? || Referring to the dreams.

"Yeah, this evening when you woke me up."

|| Do you remember anything this time? ||

He said "this time" because I could never remember what happened after I woke up. Every time I bolted up from my bed, my mind was wiped.

I thought about it, but nothing came. All memory of it was once again gone. "No. Nothing." I pulled up my knees and dropped my head, frustrated at myself. I groaned, "Gods, bud. What's wrong with me?" I couldn't relay what I was even scared of. Nothing about it was rational. He could have been justified in believing it was all an act, but I didn't have any reason to lie, and he trusted I wasn't.

|| There's _nothing_ wrong with you. It's just some kind of phase. || he said, looking to the fire. His eyes locked there for a moment, the fire glittering in the reflection, before he added, ||Or maybe it's a sign you need some change in environment. To take your mind of things and go someplace else for a while. With me, of course. ||

I laughed. "What? Are you suggesting a vacation?"

|| If that means that means the both of us leaving here for a while, then yes. || He declared, || It's been a long time coming, and I think we deserve to get out of here and have some fun for once. They can survive without us. ||

We had a lot of responsibilites with the dragon academy and teaching the kids, and all the while I had to balance the forge and learn what it meant to be chief. I didn't get much free time, and I realized I was really strung out. I needed a break, and maybe a breath of fresh air.

Toothless' proposal was very appealing. We hadn't had time to ourselves in so long, not really anyway. I was always working on something and we had to be at the academy every day. It was tiring, and I missed the freedom we used to have. This was our chance to live among ourselves for however long, just the both of us, and do the things _we_ wanted to do. He was right, we deserved it, and we earned to be selfish for just once. To live a little.

_What the Hel,_ I thought.

"You know what? I think that's a great idea."

|| Then it's settled. We're taking a... what was it? ||

"Vacation." The word felt good on my tongue, and I smiled as I leaned back against him.

|| Right. And until then, you can sleep with me if you want to. ||

I really had no idea what leaving meant, but I was already thinking about all the places we could go and things we could do. All the opportunities. "Thanks, bud."

He looked back down at the picture. || You really did a good job. ||

"Bet you could do better."

There was a massive, annoyed huff and roll of the eyes, || _Hiccup, for the last time, I can't draw. _||

"Sure you can, you just need to try!

* * *

><p>AN: Well, you did it. You made it through. You should probably start keeping tums around for what you put your stomach through during these such bad reads.

I've been working on this chapter for so long and I was beginning to get sick of it, so I just wanted it out and to move on. I hope that doesn't show in some parts. I also realized how hard it is to write dialogue, I was really struggling, but it was super fun. I'll try to release the next part faster than the first, but don't count on it.

Leave a review and tell me what you think! You have no idea what it means to us writers.


	3. Chapter 2: Heart Cooks Brain

Oh, hey.

You all probably thought I was dead (all three of you, lols)! Sorry for that, I've been having a real struggle with motivation and life in general these past two months, but I'm back, and I brought a new chapter with me too! Wowohmigoshfinally. I really hope you enjoy it!

* * *

><p>Chapter 2: Heart Cooks Brain<p>

"So... are you going to tell us why you dragged us out here?" I asked, irritation beginning to roll in. There wasn't a response; he just continued sifting through his pack. Meanwhile, the sun was rolling off the sky, and I saw only a curve of a smile peek over his shoulder.

A while ago, the kid approached us in town with a bag, saying he had something to show. We asked what _it_ was, but he refused to tell, just that it was "_really, really cool_ "and wanted us to follow. He was thrilled to bits, and the bag was big, so we assumed it was worthy of something and tagged along. I had no idea what he had in it and was I interested, in the beginning. However, that was before there was a long walk from town behind us and still no answers. We were still in the dark and it was getting dark. I was annoyed, my leg hurt, and I needed to wash my bandage. I wanted to go home.

It had been around a ten minute walk when we finally stopped at the edge of the forest, near a rocky cliff that plunged into the ocean. I was considering going back. With no real purpose being here and bored of looking at the back of Fishlegs' head, which was all I'd seen on this journey anyway, I almost told him I had to leave. He, after long last, threw the pack on the floor, finally getting to whatever plan he had in mind, but I couldn't help but think of all the plans I needed to jump on. I needed to talk to Dad.

"Fishlegs, we don't want to play this stupid game anymore," Astrid snapped beside me, over her initial curiosity and since very impatient. "Tell us what's so freaking important or I'm going home."

"And, hurry up, please, Fishlegs. We have things to do." I tapped my flesh foot on the dirt.

"Okay, sorry for the walk! I just needed it be special. Look, come here." The big teen was digging through the big bag and waved us over. I couldn't get a good look at the contents, it seemed jumbled with random things. The bag must have been very heavy.

A hammer. Rods for his saddle. Some granite rocks, Meatlug's favorite. Books. Daggers. Snacks for himself. Pencils. And another big pouch was all I could recognize.

Wait... was that a mouse?

He quickly snatched what he was looking for and slapped it closed. The boy rose, a small object that fit snug in his hand. He stared at us with bright eyes, eager and expectant.

There lay the small pouch in his palm. He was completely ecstatic and awed at the rock before him, like he was holding a giant divine gemstone that held fantastic power the gods fought over in folklore, but I saw a simple pouch. Maybe more like a case.

It was made of dried animal skin, and looked fixed in position; very hard, containing something. It had a string sticking from the stitched top. "_Do you know what this is?" _he asked us.

"Um... No?" I responded. I guess I should have. He caved in disappointment.

Astrid simply stared at the brown thing with her mouth agape, clearly in a different state of astonishment, before she turned around. "I need to go," she growled as she walked away. The seething teen looked like she would tear his sideburns right off if she stayed a second longer.

Her anger was justified, but I was intrigued again. I stayed.

"Wait, let me explain!" Fishlegs shouted and she came to a slow stop. She clenched her fists for a moment and then opened them wide, as if throwing away the irritation she felt. She came back with her composure, the unamused expression I used to see every day.

"Okay Fishlegs, please make this good. I have things I need to do." She crossed her arms.

"Sorry if don't seem too impressed, " I said, rubbing my forehead, "but, what it that supposed to be?"

The big, goofy smile bloomed on his face again. "Oh, you guys are gonna love it," he stated giddily and turned for his pack, retrieving the other sack. "I filled it up with this." He scooped his hand inside and let the fine dust drain through his fingers. It looked like simple black powder, but I was still surprised when he said: "It's called Black Powder. It's a mixture of charcoal, sulfur, and a lot of other things to make a very flammable substance. It comes from _far_ away east in China. It's used for a lot of things, like light shows and such for celebration."

His voice suddenly took a mischievous tone when he added, "But it is also very dangerous, and can be used as a weapon."

He carefully set it back down and showed us the skin-case containing the powder again. "When you light it, it will only burn, but when you contain it," he shook the pouch, "it seems to charge up, and have some very..." he ran the string through his fingers, "energetic results."

There was a huge sigh behind us, from the dragon I forgot had come along, || 'Legs, quit being weird, and _please _be careful with that. || she pleaded.

"I am!" He let go, instantly guilty. "Sorry."

"Uh-huh." I said in the fresh uncomfortable silence. "So, where did you get that?" I asked.

"Johann."

Trader Johann had come this morning, and I planned to see him tomorrow. It looked like he had a very cool stock this trip. I should be quick to see him to get what I wanted.

"Okay, look." He grabbed our attention, pointing with the hand holding the Black Powder. He waved it around irresponsibly, and I wasn't sure I could trust him with it. "You see that tree over there? The one with the hole in the trunk?" he pointed.

"Yeah. What about it?" Astrid asked.

"Watch." He smiled. "And, you might want to get back."

I wasn't completely sure of what he meant by that, but we stepped away. I was drawing conclusions in my head, and I felt ridiculously stupid for not realizing what he was implying before Meatlug actually lit the fuse. The spark trickled down the string, an inch from the hole that it snaked through. That was when I finally made the connection, and I knew I was standing too close.

"Oh, crap." I turned, shielding my face as the explosion sent wood and splinters at us with a huge "_Crack!"_. I blocked my eyes for a moment, the last of the shower shimmering then resting on the grass, then I looked back.

The pouch had been small, but it took an astoundingly huge chunk from the tree. Pieces of bark were pointing out from a pocket as big as my head, pushed out from the force, black and smoking. The trunk was pretty thick, but it began to groan from its absent guts. It took a lot of damage, more than you'd expect from a bag only a little bit bigger than my fist. You could now take an axe to the wood; one accurate blow and it would easily topple over.

The explosive war grain suddenly took a very intimidating stance in it's darkness. Deep and dangerous, no doubt unstable. Holding it out in front of you would definitely reduce your arms to bloody stumps if you weren't smart. I didn't need any more stumps.

Astrid and I weren't sharing the same river of thought.

"Whoa!" Astrid exclaimed excitedly, "Fishlegs, you should have just told us you had _bombs_! I would have dropped everything to see this!" She went to check out his pack. I wasn't as eager and I stayed where I was. I eventually walked over to the gutted tree, tentatively touching the insides. It sizzled. I recoiled before I burnt my fingers.

"I wanted it to be a surprise!" He was animated over again.

"Can you make me one?" Astrid asked.

"Yeah, I can make you both one! Do you want one Hiccup?"

The stuff scared me, but my head was already filling up with the possibilities.

I brushed it off. Too dangerous, I couldn't take the stuff home, something could happen. Dad would die before he'd let me anyway. I should just forget about it and let the other teens blow themselves up, it was the smart thing to do.

Although, there were so many ways I could use it, endless possibilities, fireworks, new inventions maybe... but, come on, it spelt disaster. It was stupid. No way.

Well...

"Um... Okay. I think I can use it for something. But, this is might be too much." I waved the smoke from my face.

"I can make you a smaller one if that's what you want?"

A smaller size would do fine; I'd only need a little. It wasn't, like, a big deal, just a tiny bit. So small it was harmless, that's all. Anything more would be too much. Odin, just imagine having explosives stockpiled under the same roof as a firing breathing dragon. Who in the right mind would do that? Idiotic.

But if I needed more and went back to Fishlegs, he might run out of it all sharing and using it himself, or just want the rest for himself.

"Actually, forget that." I turned, a little too excited already. "Can I get more, just to be safe?"

_The most ironic thing I've ever said._

"Oh, yeah, I've got plenty!"

The Gronckle groaned behind him.

##

The next couple days rolled on graciously while the nights showed me everything I could fear. The contrast of the life of my greatest fantasies and the haunting nightmares from somewhere deep and deadly. Like hanging in the balance between ordinary me and an unstable basket case, there was a leach on my heart. It was sucking something out of me.

Since my injury, Toothless and I had stepped out from the academy to hang out and get ready for our journey (more so talk about it, we weren't even sure we were going yet). We had all the time to ourselves without any distractions, plus the fact I couldn't work at the forge in light of my cut being too serious. We weren't exactly expendable to either of them, but it wasn't forever, and they could handle it for however long we needed. Gobber was a quality blacksmith, skilled and fast, and the other teens knew the ropes of teaching the kids. It was great to have a break after having so many days of requirements without any end in sight.

We were spending most of the last few days at the cove; lounging, swimming, talking over a fire, being lazy and losing ourselves together in our thoughts. However, I did commit my hand to something that wasn't excruciatingly painful by painting pictures on its rock walls after visiting Johann and getting the necessary supplies. Toothless had tried as well, slapping indiscernible blotches and stray, aimless lines on its surfaces, calling the wall-puddles things like "The house" and "You and I" and accidentally going over my own paintings in his enthusiasm, but I didn't care. I liked his more and saw a piece of art compared to mine, which bored me. I saw the beautiful and touching images he was making in the twists and turns. He was proud of those messy rock-canvases of colors, and so was I. The rock wall became our mural at the expense of my clothes and his tail-fin, and the resource of hours of fun and bonding.

He did tend to get bored quickly of drawing and painting and of the like. He quit participating pretty early when he got some paint in his mouth and fled to sunbathe. I stared at his paintings, putting some space between me and them so I couldn't ruin them, and I smiled.

It was enough to see him try for me, and it really touched me more than he knew. He still surprised me with how willing he was sometimes to try so new and "human" things. I was convinced he did it just to humor me though.

I finished for the day when a big chunk of one wall was filled, some of the still drying paint glittering in the direct sun. I admired the spectrum expanse, proud, happy I was right where I was right then. When we taught, we didn't visit the cove as often as we used to and would like to. It was refreshing to be back and carelessly watch the sunlight fade behind the trees. I was always missing the place when I wasn't there, particularly on a not so good day. It was medicating to sit down, listen, and reminisce. A pacifier to what I was experiencing.

The stress of the nightly attacks floated around my head steadily when the moon conquered the sun overhead. I was thinking about the nightmares constantly. They strained me, made me tired, anxious, upset. They were wearing me down, and that fact petrified me even more so than the consistency with which they attacked. It was having lasting effects I couldn't toss away with the blanket every morning.

The terrors may have been easier to deal with as of late, meaning I could sleep soundly through most of the night. However, I knew I wasn't pulling myself out of it. I was, at this point, waking up every moon with some tear-stained cheeks and sweaty palms, but Toothless stayed right next to me through the nightly episodes. That was the only reason I felt it was easier to manage.

I was so embarrassed and shameful that he had to coddle me. I didn't want Toothless to think I was on a downward spiral into crazy or irredeemably ill and eventually become... unfit for him. To slowly shape into his burden and bane.

He showed me time and time again he would always be there and never think twice. We were both broken, two parts of the same whole. We needed each other. But, ultimately, maybe it was only me who needed him. He could find someone else, I couldn't.

It seemed my confidence was failing me too. Salvation wasn't in sight, and I was seriously considering getting help.

Day turned to night, and we left the cove. I decided I needed to try and keep myself occupied and keep my mind off of it all the rest of the night. I didn't want the amazing day to be ruined.

I went out to find something I could do that demanded my full investment, something refreshing. I asked Astrid and she listed a few things impartially, being too involved in grudgingly pulling the flurry of Nadder needles stuck in the side of her house to give anything more than merely half-decent ideas, giving bitter side-way glances to Stormfly.

She didn't notice she helped or when I left, but neither did I. I was off. After an hour of what I decided to attempt, I knew that what I picked wasn't as glamorous as I initially thought.

"Man, this is harder than I expected." I pushed down, feeling it mold around my fingers, tucking in the outside.

It was a mutter to no one but myself, but I was surprised to hear a response. || Very tedious and boring too. ||

Tonight, on a whim, I decided to take on the endeavor of bread making. A weird thing to jump into I thought, and it was never something I really imagined myself doing, but Astrid suggested cooking. I was watching her pick and pluck huge spines bigger than my charcoal pencils from the wall like an aggravated carpenter working backwards, and considered it, then shrugged, "_why not_?" Kneading, baking, cooking. I never had the motivation or knowledge to try, I wasn't a cook kind of person I assumed, and it seemed pretty boring. No one in Berk was a cook kind of person either, really. But how would I have known it sucked if I didn't give it a try?

Honestly, I never envisioned myself here, applying to cooking, putting together a meal that took effort and time. Even for a girl or family, something quick and easy was the extent of anyone's fantasies. My lack of cooking skill disturbed me when I stepped into the "how to impress a date" territory.

I was just the way my dad had become, only capable of a simple meal, but he might have even worse momentarily. He tasted food, nothing else. I was amazed when Gobber told me he used to be a charming young man and swept my mom right off her feet when they were teenagers. I can't imagine, and he's never been able to cook, but from what I hear and remember, my mom was a pretty pathetic cook too.

I looked behind me. Toothless stood, finally awake from his nap, with his legs stretched out in front of him like a giant cat, his face scrunched up with that special satisfaction.

"Yes, I'm sure it's very hard observing behind closed lids," I scoffed.

I thought maybe I could enjoy something different with this; pick up a new hobby. Creativity was embedded in my bones, forcing me to make things as to occupy my stiff and eager fingers. Cooking could be artistic... probably. And I was always looking for another spark to light a passion in me.

But, to be truthful, I wasn't having the time of my life playing with the cold, wet, and sticky goo. It stuck to my hands and they were already very clammy. I felt like my skin would peel off with the dough any second. I didn't like it. I pitched some more flour on the lump.

It simply wasn't resonating with me. I wanted that good feeling of enthusiasm for the end result and the fulfillment, happy with what I was doing right in that moment, but there was nothing bubbling inside me. I wanted to be finished and go draw or fly. I'd only tried making bread so far, but I was already convinced the culinary arts wasn't as majestically scintillating as I first thought. But, hey, now I knew.

|| I despair you right now, || he yawned, wobbling over. || Is it finished? ||

"Almost." More flour.

|| ...You spent hours on this? || Toothless regarded it tiredly, eyes half-lidded. || You've made many things much more impressive and they didn't take half as much time. Or mess. ||

I stared at the lump. "I told you, it's not done, and what did you expect from all this? It makes bread."

|| Forging suits you better. ||

"Maybe, but it's not all that dull. This is the point where we can shape it before baking." I tore it down the middle and began working the half with purpose.

Toothless blinked harshly a few times and watched with interest. It wasn't necessary, but I glanced back at his face quickly before going back at it. He looked back at me, confused, then poked the other piece of floury-dough on the table with a tentative claw. He wasn't moved in his sleepy gaze by the texture I was so sick of.

It took a minute, and I backed off, satisfied with my beautiful, rushed sculpture.

"It's you."

I absorbed the replica of the dragon's face I had expertly constructed, and smiled broadly. The broad lump laid on the table top, a very noticeably rough replica of the Night Fury's head. The right side was deflated and sinking in, one crazy eye staring back at me and the other caving in. I apparently made the unconscious effort to put each of them as far away from each other as possible, each long pupil looking in random directions. All of it was loopy-looking, only one ear, a faint shape of a snout, and the stab wounds where the nose should have been. All of it slapped together loosely made a chunky and strangely disproportionate portrait of him, and I loved it. I wanted to bake it and hang it up in our room. An insulting, crispy sculpture I could hang above my bed and admire every day.

He squinted. || That's supposed to be me? ||

"Yup," I stated, leaning on the table. "Not exactly identical, but you can see the resemblance." I flicked his chin. He recoiled and grunted, offended.

"What? Think you can do better?"

He snorted. || Yes, I think I can. ||

"Well, go ahead then! Just know that that's _probably_ the greatest thing I've ever created."

I turned, dipping my hands in the bucket of water and grabbing a towel to wipe the gunk from under my nails, leaving him to it.

These last few days consisted of more than the terrible nightmares. They had been exciting for me. It wasn't that anything in particular had happened, excluding the cove. My mind was wandering.

I seriously considered Toothless' suggestion to take a trip in the beginning, and it didn't take long for me to become attached to the idea. Now I wanted it to happen, I almost needed it to happen. Toothless was enthusiastic about it too, but I definitely topped him in excitement. It was understandable, Toothless was naturally calm and level-headed. He had to remind me over and over again that we actually hadn't made any plans yet, we only knew we wanted to go.

He tethered me most of the time, helped me be reasonable about ideas I had and stop me from letting my mind fly too far. At the same time, he was my support for everything.

And, typically, yes, our plan wasn't thought through yet. We still hadn't decided where we should go. We really didn't have any idea where we would go, actually, but I left that part out when I asked Dad for permission. I told him Toothless knew his way around, which was true to an extent, and that there were some places he wanted to show me. We didn't worry about it, we could go anywhere we wanted; the plan was to just get away from here. Stoick was busy when I asked him, so he'd told me he would think about it and save it for later. It wasn't set in stone yet, but I was looking forward to our adventure.

I tossed the rag, realizing my hands were clean, lost in thought once again, and regained myself. I was reaching over the table for the knife when there was suddenly a thundering boom and the table shook. My hair danced a little and a heat wave washed over me. I was surprised and jumped back, turning around.

Toothless was looking down at the now smoking and charred piece of dough, pleased.

"Bud?!" I yelled, startled.

|| There. || he said. || Looks more like me now. ||

"Wha-"

The whole mess was black now, with a small crater in the middle from his blast. It smelt horrible. I stared at him dumbfounded until I realized what he meant.

Black.

"Wow." Was all I could say.

|| It's a little more ugly and smelly than me though. ||

"You sure about that?"

|| Hmm. Maybe it doesn't look me too much. Rather...|| He turned to me, putting on a dangerous glare and a row of sharp, threatening teeth that would have made any one else uneasy at best. He spoke slowly, leaning, || it looks like a Hiccup's head after he insults a dragon with a misleading name. || I'd expected his pearly whites to gleam from how well he advertised them. It was a mystery how he kept them so clean. || Ring any bells? ||

At this point his forehead was stuck to mine, our eyes locked and a low, beastly growl rumbling within my skull. I couldn't help the grin on my face. One side of the staring contest was a bluff trying to strike sheer fear and alarm, expecting the other side to melt under the fix, while it was amused and smiling. The thought of that made me smile even harder.

I wasn't contemplating this moment as if it were my last, and he knew it was fruitless to try. But was his game, and I was the valued player. He had a thing for teasing and loved reminding me he was the bigger one, therefore he had control, in his reasoning. I tried to show him again and again that all this raw Viking couldn't be governed in any way, but the outcome of the wrestling matches that soon followed were always the same: A fat dragon with a boy squirming beneath him. _Give it up human. The Night Fury always wins..._

Toothless liked to think he could intimidate me, and he could. Despite his somewhat diminutive size, he was the most feared and reputed of the scaly species- how could I not be intimidated? But no matter what he tried: bloody gums, a cackling laugh, some slip-on demon horns, he couldn't scare me_._ I knew more about him then I knew about myself. I could never be afraid of him again unless he woke up a different person.

Even so, I did give it to him this time. He did make me a little uneasy. Maybe in a different way than he intended though... grossed out was a better way to put it.

"Yes, truly terrifying." I laughed, pushing him away. "But you have boogers all over your nose."

|| Oh. || He sat back. His act was dropped immediately.

"Well," I sighed, scratching my head and poking the brittle rock that was encircled in a ring of burnt wood, embers shining within. It wasn't salvageable. "What took me hours was destroyed in seconds. Thanks for that."

There was still the part I separated pushed to the side, untouched, but it was barely anything.

"Ah, that really stinks." I waved off the smoke. The second time I found myself doing that today.

|| You were wasting your time. You could be doing much better things. Like flying. || he said, scratching the crust off around his nostrils.

I glared at him. He didn't look at me, hard at work as he was. I rolled my eyes.

It wasn't a big deal. I didn't mourn the smelly catastrophe on the table; this outcome was definitely more exciting than the traditional one would have been, but still, I didn't like the smug demeanor Toothless had about it. The jerk was so proud of ruining my pathetic work-in-progress-I-didn't-much-care-about-anyway bread and he needed someone to wipe off that arrogant face of his.

I think he needed a lesson. Things didn't work like that in the Haddock house.

Rule number one of rules I obviously didn't just create for the sake of this particular context:

_What goes around must come around._

I was a man of this house, and I did follow the rules when it was convenient for me. Therefore, it is my duty to extinguish that smug face on my best friend. Sorry pal.

I clapped my hands. Looking at Toothless, he actually did need help wiping something off his face. He was making no progress with his nose-juice coating and resorted to his tongue.

I set things in motion.

"Alright, gross, stop! Come here, let me see it." I grabbed the towel and wrung it. He admitted defeat and surrendered willingly. I rubbed his nose gently, and he relaxed, closing his eyes. After a few seconds of scrubbing, it was totally clean. But I had just made up my mind about how I would go about things.

He drew back. "Wait! I missed a spot." I said quickly. He huffed and bent back down, closing his eyes once more. I smiled. He couldn't see what I was reaching for behind me.

I grabbed a handful of dough and brought it down on his head. A satisfying splat and a squishy reply. I smeared it down as far as I could before he jerked away, snarling. "Whoops! Guess I still had some on my hands, huh?" I tried to keep my composure, but my giggles exploded into laughter.

For a second there was genuine fury in those green slits, but then he strangely simmered, like a flip of a switch. || Oh, that's okay, || he said calmly. || Why don't we wash them? ||

After it all, I was a little bit scared with the way he said that.

I was dumb-founded at his quick change in behavior, but there wasn't time to think before he pinned me to his chest and turned the bucket of water on my head. I lurched away, sputtering.

|| Oops. Forgot where your hands were. || He smirked and crouched into a defensive position.

"That's it four-legs!" I wiped the soggy from my eyes. "You're going _down."_

But, it ended quickly. I turned and grabbed the bowl of flour, planning to shower Toothless. I didn't see his tail slide right under me, and I tripped, falling into him.

I found myself draped over his knee, feeling a dusty shower rest on my hair and back, some pressure on the back of my neck as well. I breathed in and coughed immediately, the taste of flour dominating my mouth. I jumped up desperate for clean air, tossing the bowl off my head.

It was technically a victory. Toothless' head and torso were covered with flour. It caked his wet chest from the water he had spilled on himself and compacted in the wrinkles of his surprised expression. I tried to laugh, but it only came out as chokes and heaves. Flour fell from my wet hair and shoulders as I buckled over. Toothless sneezed and tackled me, determined to ruin me, but he kept sneezing and sneezing and sneezing, paralyzed and cursed to eject his brain from his nose with each jerk of his head, thanks to his sensitive nose. I laughed and gasped under him until Toothless couldn't help himself to not laugh either, and he collapsed on top of me. We roared uncontrollably together in our mess.

He was right. Cooking wasn't for me. Other things needed to done. When it came down to it, it was just deluding me from shoving the rest of the muddy dough in his mouth.

##

Toothless took a stance on the other side of the table, braced and ready to avoid the burnt chunk of crumbly mass in my raised hand. The whole kitchen area appeared to be hit with a white sandstorm, and we happened to be caught in it after the aimed but monsoonal shower of our own bucket-water, crusty with powder.

"Ha!" I lobbed it toward his head and he swiftly ducked. It exploded on the wall near the front door.

I jumped on the table and tried to grab him, but he slipped under me without difficulty, sweeping the chair out of his way. I grabbed his tail before he was through. "Gotcha!"

"HHIICCUUPP!"

I looked up. Standing in the threshold was Stoick, staring beside himself in horror and anger. A mark from the burnt dough was by his head, and a destroyed kitchen welcoming him home.

|| Not good. || Toothless said.

"What have you two done?!" The chief bellowed.

I stared in shock at Dad's face, my head already trying to process the reprimands I would get. My hands were frozen around Toothless' tail, and he hadn't noticed when he slid out from underneath me. I front-flipped from off the table landing on my back. "Oof!"

Toothless was helping me up the instant I hit the floor.

||Whoa, you okay? || he asked, despite everything.

"I want an explanation _now!_" Stoick bellowed from behind him, closer now.

I nodded to Toothless and scrambled up, trying to brush off some of the flour and a white puff resulting in front of me. "Well, uh, Dad, we were- it started with- Um, I don't really know how to- Look, I can-"

"You know what, just stop! I can't deal with this right now, I'm in a hurry. I came to grab a few things and leave." He tugged his beard in frustration, "You _will_ clean this up so everything is the way I saw it this morning." He could barely speak he was so mad. He took a paper off the table that was spotted with flour and gave both Toothless and I a glare colder than stone.

"Actually, Dad," I lifted a toppled chair, " this is probably a bad time because you're mad and everything, which is totally understandable, but before you leave, I was wondering about the trip Toothless and I wanted to go on-"

"The trip!" He yelled, still in a rage of frenzy, grabbing a few things from his bedside. "Yes, the trip! For the love of Thor, _Please _go on the trip! If it means I can leave my home without worrying it might be used as a ridiculous battlefield while I'm gone, I will gladly let you go on your trip!" One arm was flailing in exasperated gestures while he tucked the things he was collecting around the house in the other.

He stopped storming around and sighed, pinching his nose. I imagined if he didn't close his nostrils the way he did, the fury would blow out as fire from them.

I didn't want to provoke him further, but I was burdened with a wacky grin from the things he was saying. He was ranting, and he probably didn't even know what he was saying, but he was allowing us to go. It was like I was unintentionally manipulating him.

He grabbed some important-looking scrolls from his bedside and immediately went back for the door, being quick to leave. "Now," He reached for the knob behind him. "Let me be clear, Hiccup. This place _will _be clean when I get back. Do you understand?"

"Wait! Do you mean what you said? Can Toothless and I go?"

I promptly stifled my excitement as another wintry stone of anger transfixed a bearded glare on me. "Right. Spotless. You got it." He slammed the door behind him.

"Oh man." I breathed out when he was gone, running a hand through my crusty hair. "His face said he almost killed us just then. Did you see that glare?"

|| Yes, hasn't been the first time either. But, that's one way to get what you want. || The doughy dragon came beside me, wiping a lump of his face. It landed with a plop.

I was confused about what he meant.

|| You were never the underhanded schemer type. || He looked at me with a raised brow. || Where's the gracious hero I know? ||

I scooped it up and tossed it on the table, appalled. "No no no, that's not I meant-I didn't plan-!" I huffed. "Ah, crap."

|| Well, || He dug between his claws. || Things have a way of working out. For better or worse, and a "yes" is a yes. ||

I scraped off some of the drying scars of our battle from his shoulder. "Yeah, I guess things do work out. I could actually be the prime example of that." I elbowed him. "And look at you. I thought I wasn't going to make bread, but you're ready for the oven. A nice substitute?"

|| Ha, ha, ha. || He said flatly.

"Friends let friends cook each other, Toothless." I enlightened. He pushed me playfully.

|| Don't tempt me, boy. Now, get cleaning. There's something I want to show you something after. ||

* * *

><p>AN: Look at that, different character aside from Hiccup and Toothless. Actually, I think I added some character in the last chapter, I don't really remember. I'm not very proud of the initial scene, but that powder will come into play later in the story.

So, the beginning and starting off every story is kind of hard to write (little boring too, with this one), maybe reading it was boring as well, but I gave it my all, and next time, things will start finally spinning, and I'm super excited for it. I'm planning something very different than what you usually see on here.

Also, I'm sorry if I leave some loose ends untied in older scenes and stuff. I take so long writing sometimes, I forget what I'm even writing about. So, don't be surprised when small things aren't given closure, but I'll work on it and start coming back to read my earlier stuff and keep on track.

I hope you liked it! Leave a review please, and shout-out to my beta-readers The70boss302 and Absi B. Talented writers, check them out!

**P.S.**  
><strong>I haven't been posting a lot, and I'm hoping to make up for that with my fresh motivation and a new collaborative story with Absi B. I'm very psyched to work with such a great writer. More info later on it later!<strong>


End file.
